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	1. Out Late

**Modern AU. Jackson Overland Frost is suffering from bad immune system. His parents are a bit too paranoid to let him go to school or leave the house at all. Luckily, there's a freckled someone who won't get up on him even though he's trapped inside a bedroom all day…They're both about 16 years old (Hiccup the age between HTTYD and HTTYD 2).**

**So, hey guys! This is my first hijack fanfiction, I thought I'd might give it a go. I've never written something like this before I suppose, hah, and I just study English in school (it's not my main language) so my grammar isn't always the best. You know the deal. **

**Oh, and Jack & Hiccup and other mentioned characters both belongs to Dreamworks. I own nothing but the plot! **

**Hope you'll enjoy!**

* * *

><p>"I'm going out!"<p>

The boy had put on his red converse before the short-haired woman in the doorway even had time to blink. She opened her mouth but wasn't able to crack a sound until she was pushed aside, her son halfway out through the door and it was probably too late to stop him.

"Hic, can you please wait a second?"

He turned his face to her with a displeased look in his eyes. "What is it, mom?"

She took a deep breath. It wasn't easy dealing with kids these days.  
>How was she supposed to put it without sounding like an ancient old grannie? No idea at all.<p>

"Ah, you know… Eugene and I've been talking…"  
>A tilt with the hip, a small gesture fixing a little with her bangs... An attempt to look nonchalant about it all. "We don't really like that you're out this late every other night. What exactly is it that you're doing again?"<p>

The teenager's mouth was open. His facial expression summed up the sentence 'Is this really happening?' perfectly without putting it into words.

"Uhm…" he stuttered, not really sure what to really say. "I've told you… I'm hanging out with Astrid…"

"Ah-ah?"

The woman studied her son quietly for a moment.

"We're studying…"

His eyes were wide open and his lips pressed together, forming a perfect line. She could really see how his brain was working hard, trying to cope with her questions and most likely putting up scenarios of what would happen if she banned him from walking out. What a catastrophe it would be.

What if he knew that she had been calling Astrid's parents? That she knew that he never showed up there?

The concerned wrinkle on his forehead got bigger.

She knew it wasn't any kind of drug. Tobacco, alcohol, or stronger than that… He would never, not her boy. They had talked about it and he had stated it clear that he'd chosen to stay away from all that stuff, and both she and Eugene trusted that for sure. Such a bright teen.

But what was it then? What was it that made him run out at 8 every night and come back way later than appropriate?  
>Friends? Unlikely. A girlfriend? Maybe this was the first love-stuff every other grown-up talked about. But it sounded a bit too innocent to be true. And who would it be if it wasn't Astrid? Those two were close – and had always been, but the friendship was too strong between them to become something more. And Hiccup didn't seem very interested in the other girls…<p>

She sighed and shrugged her shoulders tiredly.

"Well, off you go, tell Astrid I said hi. See you when you're back. Don't stay out for too late this time!"

His face lit up like a candle on Christmas Eve, smiling like he couldn't think of anything better than this. "Of course mom, thanks!"

With the shoelaces still untied and the jacket just hanging over his shoulder he jumped out through the doorway and smashed the door close. All that was left was a ringing echo.

She drummed with the index finger on the jawline. Was it good or bad that she'd let him go? He had seemed so happy. Could something that made him smile that bright really be bad for him? He was just a boy.  
>She hadn't heard him come, so when he laid his hands on her shoulders she got a little surprised, then relaxed.<p>

His breath tickled by her ear when he spoke, almost whispered; "He's a grown boy. We can't lock him in forever and pretend that he isn't growing. He's a teen, R… Not our little baby anymore."

She turned around and faced him, eyed his slender face. Such brown eyes.

"He's still our boy, Eugene…"

"Of course he is. And he will always be… But he's not a kid. He's got to have his own time."

She gave him a quick kiss on the lips. They curled up in a smile, and she couldn't resist to do the same.

"Guess you're right. Come one then…"

They left the hallway.

* * *

><p>The adrenaline pumped in his veins. Small feet carried his body forwards, closer and closer to the goal. Almost there. Almost…<p>

He could spot the lights on the other side of the road. As soon as he had passed the last five birches that peacefully whizzed by the cool breeze, he could even see the big white house loom. A few shadows danced by its windows, and an old lantern lit up the door.  
>And, if he squint his eyes just a tiny tiny bit more, see <em>the<em> window.  
><em>His<em> window.

The gravel crackled under his feet while moving quickly, working himself forwards the last few meters. A shortcut over the grass made him reach the white-painted wooden walls even quicker than expected.

Full of excitement, the brunette looked up to the nearest window. He squint his eyes once more and tried to catch a sign of something; just a quick movement or a shadow. But he was disappointed. Nothing appeared.

What if he wasn't at home?

'Stupid… Where else would he be?'

Perhaps at the hospital. What if something had happened?  
>A sting in his heart.<br>Really, it hurt. It hurt as hell.

As if it could shake the bad thoughts away, he ruffled his brown curls and took a deep breath. It was at least worth a try!  
>A metallic ladder was screwed up tightly against the wall, and he grabbed the rod that was closest and started to climb upwards.<br>It actually took a while to find the balance and climb those few meters, and when he finally reached the windowsill his forehead was sweaty and his hands hurt a bit.  
>But the teen didn't care.<p>

Pressing one ear to the frame, he tried to listen.  
>Not a sound. After a moment of uncertainty a small fist knocked on the window.<p>

He waited.

Just when he was about to start climbing down again; heart beating and head spinning, the window opened up with an almost loud smash, and out peeked the head of a boy his own age.

It was incredible how pale he was. Hiccup had never seen anyone with a skin so bright, not even his own grandmother (who hadn't stepped out of her small little house in ages).  
>This boy also had another kind of paleness. It looked more... Healthy.<br>He couldn't deny saying that it was beautiful. Any girl at school would fall for him, right there on that place that exact moment, if they saw him. He looked like a fairy, from the bedtime stories.

Another thing about the little creature was his hair. It was snow white! As white as any hair could be without have being bleached thousands of times. As white as the cartoon character's hairs!

Blue eyes glittered, and his thin lips curled up in a smile. Yep, he definitely looked like a fairy. Even in the faded light from the lanterns…

The relief flushed all over his body, and he started smiling like a five year old at Christmas! Could a heart beat that fast? Could it really?

"Oh shit, sorry Hiccup! I didn't mean to… It was just, I was talking to dad…"

Embarrassing.

"No no - it's okay. I didn't tell you I was coming."

They shared a quick smile before the pale boy moved aside so his friend could climb in through the window. It went faster than usual. He was getting pretty used to it.

When both were standing with their feet on the floor, the window was closed again and they had both breathed out they looked at each other happily.

Hiccup broke the eye-contact quickly just to look around in the room again. He really loved it.

The walls were gray and pretty basic but the teen hadn't let that get in the way for making the room more personal. The boring walls were covered with movie-posters (a few of them obviously taken from cinemas, with the time stamp from the premiere still there on the bottom of the picture), some framed with lightning strands (his favorites?), some big and some smaller. Over the second biggest one, a retro and probably original, version of Star Wars IV: A New Hope, there hung a big TV with speakers and everything.  
>One of the other walls was completely hidden behind a few bookshelves, and they were all stuffed with books – thick ones, small ones, colorful ones and plain black ones. He had probably read them all.<p>

The floor was plain wooden, the bed big and covered with lots of blankets, pelts and he'd got at least five pillows. A sick man's bed.  
><em>'That sounded like a really bad movie.'<em>

But the best part with this boy's room was the roof.

See, this was no ordinary roof – it was pitch black all over, and covered with sparks. Stars! Stars everywhere, you could spot a new one every time you looked up. If you were looking from the floor then they were just spots, but if you got closer… You could see a prickly pattern around each one of them. They really were stars, carefully painted one by one.  
>That pale little kid had got a whole galaxy in his bedroom roof.<p>

"Your reaction is always the same…"

Hiccup turned his face to his friend again and smiled quickly. He scratched the back of his hair a bit embarrassed. "It's just… So cool, Jack."

"You think?"

It was obvious that Jack knew how nice it was, but he didn't brag about it. He was only glad someone enjoyed it. So he backed and sat down on the bed, lifting away a book so the brunette could sit down too. And so he did.

"What's it about?"

"Huh?"

"The book."

Hiccup pointed at the red cover that still were in Jack's hands, but he just dropped it on the floor a bit nonchalant.

"Nah, nothing. Just poetry and stuff…"

A muffled giggle broke out in the room for a second, until the white haired boy raised his eyebrow accusingly.

"What?"

Hiccup smiled. He didn't mean to sound rude, which he obviously had done, so he raised a hand and explained calmly; "I'm sorry, I just didn't know you were the poetry-type…"

"'Tempt not a desperate man.'"  
>Jack smirked.<p>

"I shan't."

"It's Shakespeare. But I could've said it too, you know. I'm a desperate man… A desperate man locked inside my own castle."

"… No, Frosty. You're a princess, patiently waiting for her prince to come save you."

He got a harmless punch on his arm and they both laughed – but Hiccup hesitated a moment. Was it really that fun? Well, at least they could joke about it.

"Y'know… I've been practicing…"

From under the pillow, the white haired boy took out a green case with a familiar cover. "I've been here for a while. Don't ever think you can beat me."

He jumped out of the bed and went over to the TV, plucked out the game and put it in the console, grabbed the controls and threw one at his friend. "Halo's not quite your thing, Haddock."


	2. Healthy?

**Ah, this chapter got way shorter than I expected but... Next one will be longer! See you around. **

**(I still owe nothing except for the plot, kind of.)**

* * *

><p>"And you should have heard when Thomas made him say 'round and round and round'!"<p>

The boys sat next to each other on the bed, both leaning with their backs against the wall and laughing loudly to Hiccup's stories. Jack almost burst out in tears while hearing about the Australian substitute teacher whose name was "E. Aster".

"And his name on that!" he groaned, "It sounds like Easter! What is he, an Easter-grannie?*"

The brunette wrinkled his nose til' his teeth got exposed, then started to move closer to his friend with a vicious look in his eyes. "'Ey, I'm 'Aster. Come to class! Come to class!"

"N-no, don't…" But he couldn't say more. It was simply impossible for him laughing too much and getting attacked by the other boy. They fought feverishly until Jack had begged for mercy thrice, and Hiccup finally fell over on his side. It took way longer than expected to gain breaths again…

Especially for Jack. Hiccup watched him worriedly while reaching over for the glass of water on the bedside table, then giving it to him. He took a zip and then smiled with watery eyes.

"Sorry…"

"Don't be. Are you alright?"

"Yeah."

They sat in silence for a while, until Jack spoke again.

"It's just a cold… You shouldn't worry…"

"'Just a cold' that you've been having for a couple of years now…"

White hair-locks danced as his head turned away. He couldn't dare to look him in the eyes now.

"Jack, look at me."

No. Impossible.

"Please look at me… I'm not angry with you. I shouldn't worry, I know, but… Man, come on. You've been inside for too long. I should go talk to your parents…"

"No, you can't!" Irritated, the pale boy turned around. "Don't you fucking dare. Do you know anything about them? Do you know anything about _me_?"

With that, Hiccup was really offended. He didn't think when he almost started to shout, waving with his arms; "Yes, I do! How many times have I come here? You know it! Aren't I your friend? Your _best friend_?" _'Only friend'_ echoed inside his head.

"Yea but… Do you know anything about… _This_?"

Jack swept his hand over his body.

"I'm not well, Hic. I've got an immune system disorder – do you even know what that does to me? I can't go outside. I can't face the sun, I can't… Even… Touch things. I shouldn't see you, because my parents get paranoid and think that you're just a lump of bacteria and parasite who's going to get me killed. Still I'm here with you, and what does that say about me?"

He had tears in his eyes. In any second they'd start streaming down his cheek, so he almost angrily wiped them away before it happened. He was angry – at himself for losing it this quickly, for being him, at Hiccup for not understanding, at his parents for being what they were… Parents.

"You know what? It shows that you're human. That you're healthy."

"Oh come on, healthy?!"

"YES JACK, YOU ARE HEALTHY!" he was yelling now, desperate to show what he really thought. Why his heart was beating so fast and why it felt like someone had grabbed his throat and didn't want to let go, ever. "You are one of the healthiest humans I've ever met! You're nice to everyone you meet, you do as your parents tell you to do, and you know what? You're curious! How many times have you been outside your house? Once a month?"

"Three times."

"See? It's madness! I would've been crazy!"

Jack had to take a deep breath and think about what he just had heard. It made him feel… Warm. But he didn't want to lose this discussion; he had still things to say.

"You know what? It's because you're not me. You're not used to it."

"But do you really want to stay inside all day? Really? Your whole life just these walls, just… Sit alone all day?"

"That's not what I do!"

Hiccup looked at him. He didn't open his mouth, he didn't let out a sound, but his eyes said everything just by looking.

"I'm just…"

And that's about where he lost it.  
>He couldn't stop the tears; they just kept on streaming down even though he wiped his cheeks time after time. Eyes got swollen and he started to sob, just like a child.<p>

And Hiccup just reached out.

"You're an asshole…" Jack sniffled, holding the warm body as tightly as he could. Arms had never felt so comforting, so calm, and he could even hear his heartbeats rhythmical drumming.

"I know."

_'I'm your asshole.'_

He breathed in the scent of Jack, shampoo and newly washed clothes. Was he ever anything else than clean?  
>Paranoid parents, huh.<p>

Was it just him, or was it _really_ hot in there? Their hug was too tight. Too much.

Their bodies were so close, like glued to each other. Comforting, but… Something else?  
>No, impossibly.<br>Even though he might wished so.

"JA-ACK!" A sudden deep voice groaned from beneath the floor. "Jack, are you alright? I thought I heard you yelling…"

Thud thud. Heavy feet walking up the stairs, coming closer and closer.

As two like poles on a magnet they jumped away from each other, Hiccup quickly up on his feet and up by the window, opening it and being ready to climb out. Jack wasn't far behind helping him out on the ladder again.

"Quickly" he murmured and wiped his tears, close to cracking up in a nervous short laughter because of the rush of adrenaline. "Out, out…"

When Hiccup was stable standing outside on one of the iron rods, hands grabbing one too, they looked at each other and smiled.

"Shit…"

"I'm coming back."

"Looking forward to it."

* * *

><p><em>*Easter-grannie - In Sweden when we celebrate Easter, some children dress up as Påskkärringar (Easter-Grannies), make cards and go out to knock doors and wish for a Happy Easter. A bit like Halloween but brighter and more cheerful I guess. I used that in this fanfiction because I think it's taking place in Sweden, Norway... Or any other northern-Europe country. Also, it's more of an insult to call someone Easter-grannie than Easter Bunny. Even though he actually is the Easter Bunny... <em>

_Very well! See you in a while with the next chapter!_


	3. Tell The Girl

**This chapter is a little bit longer. But I still own nothing but the plot.**

* * *

><p>Bzzp bzzp.<p>

**[You've got ONE new message!]**

Green eyes glanced at the cellphone.

No, this was not the time to start texting. He had more important things to do.

The boy was sitting by his writing-desk with two books open and a lot of empty paperwork which was waiting to be done. Homework was really a bitch sometimes.

Also, the phone was distracting him. His eyes kept on looking at it as soon as he stopped focusing on the square root out of 50 or something… It was so boring he wanted to cry and throw the schoolbook in a wall. Why was it important to learn things like this?

Perhaps if he took a break…

Bzzp bzzp.

**[You've got TWO new messages!]**

**[You've got THREE new messages!]**

That was enough. He picked up the phone and pressed the read-button. The first one.

From: Jackson

Message: Hey, what's up? Are you coming over tonight?

It was almost impossible for him to not smile. The second one.

From: Jackson

Message: So I'm sorry of I'm bothering you but it's getting really boring here. I can help you with your homework. I'll let you play my new Assassin's Creed: Black Flag. Pretty please?

Now he was talking… So what was in the third one? A cry for help?

From: Astrid

Huh? This was new. Not that he never got messages from Astrid, no, but they hadn't seen each other in a while, and they didn't talk that much in school anymore. It wasn't anyone's fault, they were just… Growing apart. Which was sad, of course, but he'd gotten the feeling that she wanted more out of their friendship than he did.  
>The fact that he was using her as an alibi to go see a sick boy that was trapped inside his own bedroom only made it worse.<p>

Message: Hey Hic, we've got to talk about a few things. Come over?

Shit. So, what was he supped to say? Which one of them?  
>Astrid's seemed urgent. And they really had to clear up a few things between them.<p>

He pressed the return-button and managed to click up Jack's latest message. After a second of thinking he started typing.

To: Jackson

Message: You getting desperate, ey? Sorry, I can't tonight.

It actually hurt writing that. Not really sure of it was because that he felt responsibility over looking after this kid, or if it was because he actually wanted to see him more than he wanted to see Astrid, he swallowed and hoped the annoying lump in his stomach would disappear.  
>It didn't, but he ignored it.<p>

To: Astrid

Message: See you in 5.

He took a moment to think over what he just had said written, then press the send-button one last time. A quick glance at the writing-desk before he grabbed the jacket, opened the door and stepped out in the hallway. He made it downstairs in just a second, stepped in his shoes and walked out through the door before shouting over his shoulder;

"Mom, dad! I'm going to Astrid's!"

'It's actually true this time.'

"Sure, see you in a while! Love you, kiddo."

"Love you too dad!"

And with that he was out on the street.

It was 7pm, but the street was surprisingly empty. No kids spotted, but this was also probably the time when they came home from soccer practice or theater class or swimming lessons or things like that. They were probably all inside, watching cartoons and eating cereal with milk, talking to their parents about how awful school is or how funny their friends are.

He sighed. Those were the times. Now it was all about status, grades, looks, love…

The sky shifted in pink and orange. The light shone down peacefully at the colorfully painted houses and the green grass.

He turned his face to the right. If he started walking that way, he'd soon leave the peaceful street and come out to the empty road. After that he'd see the cliffs, and when he'd reached them he'd be able to spot the big white house again, beside it the ocean, and out there… The lighthouse.  
>It was a really beautiful place.<br>Especially now when he knew who lived there.

He shook his head. This wasn't the time to regret his choice. Astrid was waiting; he just had to turn left.

And so he did.

It didn't take long walking to her house. It was just on the end of the street, the big red one with a big balcony and a blue door. Their garden was big too – but although all that, she was the only child. Maybe her parents didn't want more kids, maybe they couldn't… But they had always been happy as they were.

He knocked on the door but didn't bother waiting for someone to come open.

"Hello! Astrid?" He shouted.

"Up here!" she answered from up the stairs.

"Oh, hi Ha-"

He frowned. Of course Mrs. Hofferson had to call him by his birth name. No one ever did, except for her.

"It's Hiccup, Mrs. Hofferson, and hello on you too!" he hurried and interrupted.

"Well, well…" The woman came walking out from their living room with a teacup in her hand and a broad smile decorating her lips. "Up you go. She's waiting."

He nodded and took of his shoes before running up the stairs and into Astrid's room where she was sitting, on the floor, legs crossed and chewing on the edge of a pen.

"Hi Haddock. Close the door behind you?"

He did, and then sat down beside her, glancing at what she was doing.

"Homework" he stated, a bit disappointed. Was that what she had texted him about? Was it just homework?

"Yea… You know how much work Gape is giving us? He's a killer-machine!"

She closed the book by protest and turned her head his way, eyed his face closely with squinted eyes – like she wanted to look into his mind and pull out every single secret she didn't know about.

"But that's not why I texted you."

Great. Now he was starting to feel nervous too…

The blonde girl had squinted her eyes to the point that her cheeks started turning red. "We never see each other anymore. What's going on, Hicks? We were close as siblings, and now…"

Her hands signed an explosion.

"I don't know, Astrid… It sounds like we're breaking up…"

She shrugged her shoulders.

"We're not even a couple. We're just friends, remember? I… I've just been doing other things…" He couldn't afford to look her in the eyes. She'd force the truth out of him, like she always could. He loved her for that – but this time, maybe it was too much? Jack was his secret. Jack was what made him wake up in the mornings and think positively. Eat his food, do his homework… And then might have a chance to see him.

"You're hiding something."

"I'm not."

Avoiding her searching look only made it worse, he knew that. But what was he supposed to do?

"Yes you are…" She started smiling, "Hiccup Haddock - you're seeing someone!"

"No I'm not, stop-"

"Yeah, but you are! Who is she?! Tell me all about it!"

"If that's why you told me to come here – just so you could interrogate me – then I might just leave."

He stood up with his lips pressed together and his eyes still avoiding hers. One part of him wanted to tell her, one part of him wanted Jack to stay his own. It was so selfish it made him feel sick, he knew that, but at the same time he was thinking at the boy's safety.  
>He didn't want anyone to know except for him.<p>

"Hey, don't go-"

"I've got to…"

"No you don't."

It only took a second for her to get up on her feet and force him to look her deep in the eyes.

"Tell me what's going on."

He swallowed. He couldn't lie.  
>As shoulders relaxed he started thinking, maybe it wasn't so bad telling her after all… She was his best friend. She always understood.<br>And he'd feel a lot better after telling her.  
>Maybe this was the best. Maybe she could help.<p>

"Okay…"

Her eyes lit up, cheeks got a little bit redder – like she hadn't expected him to give in so easily. That was nonsense... He always gave in when she convinced him that way.

"Okay – is that it? Who is it? Don't tell me it's Merida because then I'll shove something up your tiny ass…"

"N-no! It's not Merida, why would you think that?" Actually, Astrid tended to scare him sometimes.

She smiled innocently and stroked his cheek with her pinkie. "I don't know… You seem so tense it wouldn't surprise me if it was her of all girls, my best friend…"

"No, it's not her… Just let me explain."

With a hand on her shoulder he forced her back on the floor in sitting position, same for him. They sat opposite each other, and tried to talk in a normal tone without shouting. A challange for Astrid.

"His name is Jack. Or, Jackson, I don't know which one he prefers… He lives by the ocean – you know if you go left when you leave the village and then-"

The girl raised her hand to stop him from talking, her mouth hanging wide open and her eyes just staring at her as if she wasn't sure he was being serious or not.

"Wait – you've got a boyfriend?!"

"No, n-no! That's not what I meant! You asked who I've been seeing… No, it's not like that, we're just friends! Let me explain…"

Her look was mistrusting but she let him continue.

"Yeah okay so… Uhm… Oh, he lives by the ocean. In the white house we always talked about when we were at the beach, remember? We thought it was just a couple who couldn't get kids. But that's wrong. They've got a son, they've got Jack, and he's living there all on his own…"

"Why?"

"He's suffering from a disease that makes his immune system really weak. He can't go outside, Astrid. He can't move a single limb outside that room… His parents are paranoid, they just won't let him. He's out three times a month! I'm telling the truth, I know you know I do."

She looked so surprised, a bit shocked. But she believed in him. He understood why. They had never believed that a kid their age would live in the house by the cliffs. Never. So many times they had been there, by the ocean, just watching boats come and go, children sit in the sand and play, parents lay in the sun trying to get a tan… But they had never seen anyone walk in nor out from that house.

"How did you meet him?"

Hiccup looked away a bit embarrassed. "I was down the beach, just… I don't know, well, looking? At the ocean. Imagining what's out there. I do that sometimes when I have to clear my head. I didn't see him at first, but then when I did it was quite hard to take my eyes off him."

Her lips curled up in a smile, but before she had opened her mouth he interrupted and explained, "No, not like that, he's just not like any other boy our age. He's so pale… Like, a sick pale, and his hair is incredibly white. So I honestly thought he wasn't human at first… Y'know, a ghost? But then he talked to me and said I had dropped something and it was my wallet and we just kind of started talking to each other. "

"When was this?"

"I don't know…" he counted on his fingers, "three months ago?"

"Wow…"

She looked down on her feet, probably unknowing of what to say. That was really unlike her – but on the other hand, he'd react the same way if he was in her position.

"And since then you have just… Done what?"

Hiccup shrug his shoulders, "Hanging out. Well, we talked and then exchanged numbers and then he invited me over one day. His parents know about me. Just don't that I come there more often than once in a month… They've got a ladder just outside his window. I can climb up and see him whenever I want to."

"But, does your parents know about this?"

Shit. This was when it got really embarrassing… Of course, his ears started to get red. She noticed right away.

"You haven't told them?!"

"What am I supposed to say?!" he countered, "Hi mom! Hi dad! I've been sneaking out late night to see a sick guy and hold him company, because we're both lonely and we need each other!"

"That sounds like a really dramatic gay movie…"

"Exactly. You're not going to tell them, are you?"

She studied her finger nails closely like she was mocking him – and she probably was. After a few seconds of silence she opened her mouth and said; "Look, Eugene and Rapunzel deserves to know. But since you're my best friend… I'll let you tell them for yourself. Just don't make them wait for too long, they probably suspect something already."

The brunette sighed and run a hand through his uneven and messy curls, trying to force them on place. "Right. Yeah…"

Before any of them could continue, Mrs. Hofferson's loud and clear voice came echoing from downstairs.

"A-strid sweetheart!"

The teen groaned and yelled back, which made Hiccup raise his hands to his ears to protect them by pure reflex.

"Yes mom!"

"Isn't it time for Hiccup to head home soon? She's 11 already! You've both got school tomorrow, remember that!"

The boy frowned and stood as quickly as he could.

"Shit!"

"It's cool Haddock. Your secret's safe with me. See you tomorrow at school!"

"Yea, see you!"

And he ran down the stairs as fast as he could, jumping into his shoes and shouting one last goodbye before bursting out through the door and out in the late night.


	4. X and Y

**New chapter! A bit short, but at least something? I'm writing longer chapters after this. I promise, hah. **

* * *

><p>"You want to take her here?"<p>

"If it's okay with you!"

Hiccup was sitting on one of Jack's pelts, on the floor, with his math-book wide open and a glass of lemonade right beside it. The white haired boy himself was comfortably placed under two blankets in the bed, with a console in his hand and Hiccup's latest Batman-game running on screen.  
>He had paused to listen to his friend's story, and a wrinkle appeared on his forehead probably meant that he was thinking about the proposal.<p>

"I don't see why not. I mean, I haven't met a girl in a while…"

The brunette immediately started thinking that maybe it was a bad decision.

"Who is she anyway? Your girlfriend? You don't talk about her that much…"

"No! No, she's just a friend…" Did he just shout? Damn.

"Alright."

They sat in silence for a while, only the sound from the videogame breaking in with muffled screams here and there.

"Bu-ut if you don't want to-"

"No, no it's not that, it's just… I haven't met anyone in a while. Except for you. Not that you don't count, you're just… No, but you catch my drift huh?"

_'Not really, no.'_

"Yes, absolutely."

"But sure! You can bring her. She won't tell your parents then?"

"Nah, don't think so."

"Great."

Was it really such a great idea bringing Astrid to Jack's? She wouldn't do anything; it would hopefully just make her realize that telling Hiccup's parents wasn't even on the map. They'd never understand. It would all turn out fine if he just could relax a bit…

Which brought him back to the bitter reality that there was a math-book in front of him, homework that had to be done.  
>The boy groaned in protest, and that was enough to wake Jack's attention again. He left the blankets and rolled down the bed (bringing several pillows with him…) just to stare down in Hiccup's book too, trying to understand the formulas, x and y's.<p>

"Is it hard?"

"A bit, yeah…"

Their eyes met.

The blue ones were always so fascinating. They seemed to shift shade, and could go from deep blue to dark or to almost turquoise just depending on the light. It was like they were the ocean – never really what you expected.

The teen realized that he'd been staring for too long, and looked down in the book again, just as embarrassed as ever.

"Math, huh?" he said to break the awkwardness between then.

"I don't have a problem with it…"

"It's because you're a small little genius. Einstein Overland Frost. Home teacher and everything…"

Jack raised one eyebrow and looked at him. "My teacher is great, you're just jealous."  
>He punched Hiccup on his arm and laughed silently, "well well… Who wouldn't be? He's great, really great. And I learn a lot, 'cause it's kind of interesting. World War I, equations, Spanish, what comes after Zink on the periodic table…"<p>

"Alright…" the brunette tried to see it from him friend's point of view, but no matter how hard he tried all the subjects felt just as boring as ever. "But hey, if you could choose a job, whatever you'd like, which one would you choose?"

The blonde looked surprised. It wasn't something he was thinking about every day, jobs and life and so on. "I don't really know…"

"Come on! I know what I'd choose."

Jack nodded, waved with his hand to make Hiccup talk. He was interested.

"Ah, uhm, promise not to laugh?"

"I won't."

"I'd probably choose archaeologist. In countries with a lot of history, digging for the past and so. I really like history… And, then I could be a part time writer, writing about what I've found. Then I get to see the world at the same time, so it really sounds nice."

Jack nodded eagerly, "and you can be the new Indiana Jones."

"That would be awesome. How about you?"

"Ah… Perhaps video game developer? Wouldn't that be cool?"

The brunette agreed.

His friend picked up a book from the floor, pulled out a drawer on the bedside table and picked up a red marker. As he opened the book and started to underline parts of the text in it, he continued to talk to Hiccup meanwhile, looking up a few times. "So tell me about this Astrid. Who is she?"

It took a while to get the answer.

"She's my friend. Since kindergarten, or I don't know, before that too. She's funny and brilliant, and I really do like her. She's determined about almost everything, and she's a real friend."

Jack looked at him while he was talking. Or rather, watching him, trying to analyze how he talked about her and what weight he put in the words.

"You like her?"

"She's nice..."

"Come on. In _that_ way."

"No, I don't think so. That's the sad part, because I kind of want to like her that way, she'd be an awesome girlfriend, it's just… Something's stopping me and I don't know what. It just feels wrong. And it's not her fault, it's mine…"

"It's no one's fault. Just wait and see, 'kay? Perhaps you'll get feelings for her."

_'I doubt it.'_

"Perhaps."

"So…" The blonde looked down in his book again. "You'll come here tomorrow?"

Hiccup sighed and nodded as answer.  
>It was time for him to get Jack out in the real world.<p> 


	5. Sneaking Out

**This came out way too late. I'm so sorry guys! The chapter is pretty long though. I hope it works out. More coming!**

* * *

><p>They were walking over the wet grass 2am the following night (or morning?). Astrid was wearing sweatpants and hiking boots, the real deal, like she was going out mountain climbing, and she looked as excited as ever. Adventure! It had always been her thing.<p>

Hiccup on the other hand, had started doubting his decision. Maybe this wasn't the greatest idea after all… Maybe this was just stupid. What if Jack couldn't make it?

But it was partly too late to say that. They had already reached the house and Astrid was counting the windows, trying to figure out which one who hid a sixteen year old boy behind it.  
>It didn't take long until she had found the one with the ladder and grabbed it to start climbing.<p>

"Wait!" Hiccup hissed between clenched teeth, "You can't go! He'll get scared to death if a stranger comes climbing up his window!"

"But you told him I'm coming!" she answered, a little bit too irritated and a little bit too loud.

The brunette frowned and stared at the house, waiting for a reaction.

Nothing happened.  
>He breathed out.<p>

"Shh! Quiet… And uhm yea I did, but can I climb first at least?"

She released the ladder with a sigh and swept with her hand in the air as an inviting gesture towards it.  
>He murmured a thank you as he grabbed the nearest pole and started climbing up with the blonde right beneath him, closer and closer to their goal.<p>

The window flew open before they had reached the top, and a familiar messy mane of hair looked up, blue eyes hidden behind the white curls and a smirk decorating his thin lips.

"Hey Hic!"

That was not butterflies in his stomach, no way.  
>But it felt awfully good to see his face again.<p>

The boy reached out over the sill and tried to catch a glimpse of the girl that stood beneath his friend. The curiosity glowed in his eyes.

"Come on, get in. Quickly. And try to stay quiet!"

It didn't take long for the brunette to get inside the house. He'd done it several times before, and his feet moved by their own when he stepped on the sill and grabbed the wall to pull himself inside. Quickly after him came Astrid – who also had no trouble getting in. He suspected that she had climbed not only walls before.

A dim light from the roof-lamp cast shadows over their faces as they looked at each other, Jack not hiding his excitement, Hiccup happy that they hadn't awakened his parents and Astrid with an impressed look that danced around in the room.

She was the first to break the silence. A mere whisper was enough.

"This place is amazing!"

Jack chuckled silently and looked at her. "Thanks. Well I've had my time…"

She tucked a lock of hair that had fallen over her eye behind her ear and eyed him openly, with a smile on her face.

"You must be Jackson."

"Jack."

Okay, he prefers Jack.

"A pleasure to meet you, Ma'am."

They giggled.

Wow this was going well. A little bit too well actually, Hiccup thought and pinched his lips to the point it almost started to hurt.  
>A part of him wanted to stop their conversation but he immediately dumped that thought and just kept watching them instead. Why would he do something like that? This was his idea after all, god, why did Jack have to act like prince charming just because he met a girl?<br>Not that there was anything wrong with Astrid. But it made him feel a bit sick. The kid had watched too many romantic comedies, that was for sure.

"… So the ones with lightning strands are your favorites?"

"Yep! Star Wars, Pulp Fiction… So on."

"You're into older movies then?"

"Not all of my favorites are old but most of them aren't made these past years no. They feel more real, if you understand what I'm trying to say? Not just computer animation, but actual props and dolls and handmade things…"

She nodded like she was agreeing and they giggled a little, sounding like school girls on their first day in class.

"So Jack-" Hiccup started but got interrupted by a squeal from his friend.

"Wow! Did you paint all these?"

She pointed up in the roof and the stars and the other boy looked amused and a bit proud. After all, this was his triumph card. "My dad helped me."

Okay so, everyone was impressed by the roof. How couldn't they be? The brunette tilted his head back and yawned but no one took notice of him.

"Wow, okay so do you, like, count them when you're trying to sleep or something? That would be so calming… Hey! What's that?"

Her finger was pointing in a direction closer to the wall by the north, and she stepped closer to see what exactly it was… Her guess was right. It was a tiny face drawn inside the star, a man with just one single hair curl that pointed out from his star-face. When she squint her eyes a bit more she could see that it wasn't even a star! Well, in one way it was, in one way not. It looked more like the moon. A tiny, tiny version of the earth's own moon, that looked at them with a smile.

"Oh that's Manny. I talk to him sometimes when I'm bored…"

"Manny?" she laughed, "you drew the moon in the roof, gave him a face and call him Manny?"

If it hadn't been so dark in the room then Jack probably would've blushed, but it was quite impossible to see. "It's… It's just one of the fairy tales mom used to tell me when I was a kid… About the man in the moon… You've never heard it?"

The smile on Astrid's face got wider and she walked up to him again, smiling brighter than the sun, "Of course I have! My parents used to tell me-"

This was where Hiccup interrupted for the second time and actually succeeded to get their attention, coughing loudly and grabbing her arm. "Astrid. Aren't we going to tell Jack why we're here?"

"Oh! Oh that, yeah."

Now the blond boy was looking at them suspiciously. "Tell me what?"

Hiccup smiled nervously and chuckled, "what we're going to do tonight."

"I thought we were going to like, I don't know, watch a movie or something?"

'Way too many romantic comedies...'

Astrid couldn't help herself. "No silly!" She laughed, "We're taking your outside!"

Jack frowned in his position and turned his face towards Hiccup. Even though his face wasn't lit up, the brunette could feel how nervous he had gotten. Tense. Maybe even a little bit scared.  
>"No way" the blonde whispered.<p>

A cold hand had grabbed his own, slender fingers squeezed his palm. It was a way of refusal. But Hiccup wouldn't give up.

"Jack…"

"No. Don't do this."

"Come on. You've been out before…"

"Not like this! I've only been out with my parents. Never in the middle of the night, never by myself…"

Astrid's calm and warm voice answered slowly as she walked closer to him. "But you're not alone, Jack. We're here with you. Come on… Have a little fun!"

It was the Astrid-talk. The 'have a little fun' that no one could say no to. Hiccup knew, he had fallen for it several times… God knows how many angry pensioners who had suffered from eggs on their cars (only the ones who deserved it though!), or how many times they had borrowed her dad's boat to go out driving in the middle of the night, or how many home-made tents they had built together out in the forest when they were 'running away from home'.  
>Jack seemed affected too. He looked at her, visibly reconsidering what he just had said.<p>

"It's not safe."

Hiccup squeezed his hand back, swallowing the lump in his throat.

"It's never safe! It'll be fun. Come on."

As Astrid encouraged Jack, Hiccup made it to his wardrobe to pick up something his friend could wear. It wasn't cold outside, not really… But you never knew with this kid. Anything could happen, and they didn't need him to get sick. 'Even more sick.'

He picked out a blue knitted jumper. It looked thick and comfortable, so he hung it over his shoulder and then grabbed a black scarf before walking back to them.

"… My parents are going to kill me." Jack said, turned to the girl.

"They won't find out."

Hiccup threw the jumper at him, and hung the scarf over his shoulders. "Get dressed. We're going out."

"But my jacket is downstairs. So are my boots."

Astrid cleared her throat and swung the backpack off her back, opening it up and pulled out a pair of caterpillar boots and a pile of black fabric that if folded out turned into a wind-jacket. "We've already thought about this."

For the first time in quite a few minutes, Jack's face relaxed and he even dared to smile a little.  
>He started to pull the jumper over his head while Astrid stood by and held out the other things for him.<p>

The brunette went over to the window.  
>Pointy fingers unlocked the shutters, and gently pushed them away.<p>

It wasn't as dark outside as it had been when they had left their houses at home. Slowly but barely noticeable the sky had turned brighter step by step and left dark blue for something lighter, purple and baby blue. A cold breeze blew by. Probably created around the ocean.

When you live somewhere, you never really look at the beauty of the place. You know it's nice, you know everyone thinks so, but you don't open your eyes. You don't see what everyone else sees.  
>This time, Hiccup Haddock did. He stood wondering by the window, just looking at the sky and the reflection of it in the ocean.<br>The cliffs.  
>The birches.<p>

He was amazed. A place like this… Where he had grown up. Where he had gone bicycling with friend every summer just so take a dip in the ocean and then lay in the sun-warmed san and maybe sleep for an hour or two.  
>Now it looked so different, like it was in a different universe but looked exactly the same.<p>

Maybe this was a different universe. Growing up made everything different.

In that case, was this the Jack-universe?

"We're ready."

Her voice was soft as silk, but he still snatched by the sudden break of reality. He hadn't been paying attention at his friends, and now they were standing behind him, ready to climb out.

"Yeah, uhm sorry… Come on. Me first?"

Jack nodded a bit nervously, and Hiccup took his first step out on the window sill and grabbed the ladder with one hand. Push away with one foot, and…  
>With a swing he was standing on the ladder again, starting to climb down.<p>

Now it was Jack's turn. Hiccup looked up towards him all the time. He had a feeling it would all go well… This kid had watched him do it thousands of times, and he was clever. He could do it.

That was true. It didn't take long until Jack was out, grabbing the iron poles as firmly as he could to cling on to the ladder tightly.

"Come on, you can start walking down now! The hard bit's done!" the brunette said as loud as he dared. Jack did as he said.

When they were both on the ground, Hiccup smirked towards his friend who seemed to have lost his breath.

"Wasn't that hard."

The blonde looked grumpy. "I never said it was. I just don't think this is such a good idea. My parents will kill me…"

"That's what they're trying not to do by keeping you inside that room all day, so I don't think they'll stop wanting you alive just over one night…"

Jack was actually a bit irritated, but there was something keeping him from getting mad. A concern. He took a step closer and looked Hiccup right into his eyes, "Perhaps. But they'll start hating me. They'll think I'm sneaking out because I want to hurt them… And they'll stop me from seeing you. I don't want that to happen, Hic."

The last thing made the brunette's stomach take an unexpected twist.

Before they could continue the conversation, Astrid landed on her feet right behind them. She stroke away a strand of hair that had fallen in front of her eye and then sighed loudly.

"You won't regret this. Come on."

"Turn around Jack"

The white haired boy did.

It wasn't like he hadn't seen the ocean before. He had walked down there, met people, talked to them. It was usually during the late autumn or early spring, but now – the summer was over but the leaf were still clinging onto the trees, bursting with color, and the sky was still so awake and dyed in different shades. It was early and it was beautiful.

His eyes glittered just as much as the ocean.

"Let's go down to the cliffs!" Astrid almost yelled, and started running. As excited as a kid.

Hiccup chuckled at her and gave Jack a friendly pat on the back. "Come on!"

The pale boy didn't answer, but he smiled and started jogging after the girl, side by side with his friend.


	6. She's Smart

**Woo! Back from Easter-break and here's a new chapter!**

* * *

><p>"It's beau-u-tiful!" Astrid sighed. Her gaze danced over the ocean as she sat down on the cliff that slowly had been polished down by the ocean year after year.<p>

They were sitting on their jackets, watching the waves crush against the bigger and smaller rocks, dragging parts of them back in the ocean just to flush them up again seconds later.

Jack had left everything tense behind him as soon as they had left the house. It was like the ocean had freed him from his trapped self, and that he was now seeing everything just like any other boy.  
>Hiccup loved it. He loved watching his friend so carefree and so much happier than ever before.<p>

"My dad always tells stories about him and the ocean. Apparently he and a couple of friends owned a boat, and they traveled _'all the way to the northhhpole Jahck! All the way'_"

Astrid laughed at the impression of his dad, and she hadn't even met the impressively enormous man with bushy eyebrows and gigantic biceps.  
>Hiccup had. Nicholas was a very nice man. His laughs made every bone in the body shiver, and his hugs were always warm and comfortable. He had talked to Hiccup about everything, how school was and what plans he had for the future.<br>Hiccup had also met Jack's mother. She always smiled and seemed so calm, although something in her movements told the difference. And so did Jack.

They were really nice people, and they seemed to want the best for the teen… But their way of showing it was wrong. He was allowed to see Jack once in a month, and even though he was sneaking out a lot more than that it was still not good enough.

If they could take a look at their son right there that moment, they would understand how lonely he was, just him inside his room all day.

Jack was laughing about something Astrid said and Hiccup watched them from just one meter away, yet it felt like the distance was even further. The boy had a sly look on his face, but Hiccup knew that so wasn't the case… Jack's eyes said something else. They sparkled with enthusiasm, and even the stupidest person on the planet would've understood that he had fallen deeply in love with the sky, the risen sun, the cliffs, the grass, the ocean and everything else around them.

The brunette decided to crash their little party and join in in the conversation.

"We brought some breakfast." He stated and reached out for Astrid's backpack.

"My god, first you kidnap me and then you force me to eat breakfast? What a horrible day!"

Jack smiled with his whole face, and the look of appreciation he gave Hiccup made his stomach twist and heart race for a second. Just a tiny, tiny second.

"Look at the time. 3am. We have school in… Five hours?"

"And we've been awake for 24 soon. Aster's going to kill us if we fall asleep in class."

The white haired boy showed his incisors, and god, he really did look a bit like their new teacher. Astrid laughed so much she got tears in her eyes.

"Tadaa!" Hiccup finally said and pulled out a thermos, three cups, two lunchboxes and three chocolate-bars.

"What's in the thermos?"

"Coffee."

"Sweet."

They all reached out to grab a cup and open up the lunchboxes, which all were packed up with pancakes. The smell made their stomachs ache and they started eating with their hands as soon as possible.  
>Jack's mouth was soon drenched in fat and chocolate, and he swallowed it all with a sip of coffee. It was delicious.<p>

Astrid was in the process of melting chocolate over her pancakes, and Hiccup had already eaten four when the blonde boy lay down after his third one and sighed loudly.

"I think I've never been this full my entire life."

"Youu go fooingol on o chok…"

Jack laughed loudly and Hiccup burped, "what the hell, Hic?"

"You've got frying oil on your cheek!"

"Haven't your mother taught you how to speak properly?"

They chuckled and Hiccup laid back beside his friend, both first facing each other and then looking up in the orange sky that turned brighter and brighter by every second.  
>It didn't take long before Astrid joined in too.<p>

"This is nice, isn't it?"

Jack let out a peaceful sigh.

"Yes. It is. Look guys, I don't know how to say this…"

Was he blushing? He was so blushing. The rush of blood to his head made his skin look a little better, a little less pale. The boy looked healthier than ever and Hiccup was so, so proud to witness it.

"I…. Uhm, god. Shit."

"It's okay, Jack." Astrid smiled gently and rolled over to her side; put the weight on her elbow so she could look down on the boy from a bit above.

It was silent for a second. Then Jack took a deep breath and turned his head to Hiccup.  
>"I'm so glad I met you. Like, you have no idea. I've never felt… So, you know, here? I've never felt so present before and it's all thanks to you."<p>

His blue eyes glittered by the reflection of the sun, and he blinked a few times to hide how watery they actually were.  
>Hiccup couldn't speak.<p>

It was new to him too. A friend this close – no, scratch that – a friend that could make his heart rush and his stomach to flutter and make his face light up so brightly just by a couple of words, it was all new to him too. And this was overwhelming.  
>Even though maybe their friendship wouldn't last, or if they couldn't see each other anymore, if Jack didn't feel the same (<em>which he obviously didn't<em>) or if, god, he didn't want to think about it, the boy's sickness got worse - then they still had all this.  
>It was enough. This was when Hiccup wanted to be alive, in this exact precise moment. Live through it again and again and again until he couldn't move anymore.<p>

"Don't worry about it…" He stuttered and felt how his cheeks got redder and redder by every second. "It was about time you got out. I'm only glad to help…"

They looked at each other. Perhaps they lay a little too close, talked a little too loud, blushed a little too much or stared for a little too long to make it less intense, but it was not awkward at all.

It was just… Nice. Laying there.

All three of them relaxed and Astrid rolled back on the warm stone's surface.

After a few moments of silence – not uncomfortable silence or awkward silence, just a quiet moment that was there to fill up between the unspoken words that didn't need to be said – Hiccup took a deep breath and turned to his female friend. Both Jack and her understood what he meant and they both released a loud groan filled with complaint and dissatisfaction, quickly followed by a loud snigger.

"Time to go, pirates."

"Ay!" Astrid groaned.

They all stood up and started to pack the things again. Jack helped as much as he could, but his motions were a bit slow and in a strange way a bit distant. It happened a few times that he forgot the cup in his hand or the thermos that was on its way to the backpack, and he just stood in his position with eyes fixed on the sunrise that was almost over by now.

Sure, he'd seen sunrises before, but not like this.

"Are you alright?"

Hiccup's question threw him back to reality, and he nodded awkwardly.

"Yea, yeah I'm alright."

"Come on; let's go back before your parents find out."

They both nodded and Astrid easily swung the backpack up on her back before taking the lead towards the Frost's household, the two boys following her not far from behind.

With one last look Jack turned to the ocean and whispered a goodbye so silent none of the other teens could hear. In his mind he promised to visit some time again. He didn't know if he actually could but, it was a promise filled with hope, so he let himself think that.

They looked so the pale boy had entered his room without problems and given them a thumb-up before they started to move away from the big, wooden house on their way back home.

A part of Hiccup's body screamed for him to stay and continue to hang out with his friends, to laugh and play videogames or watch a bad movie or just talk for hours instead of leaving Jack on his own with two paranoid adults who thought they knew the best for him. Honestly, school didn't sound tempting at all.

His thoughts were probably showing from miles away because the girl beside him showed her teeth in a wide grin.

"Jackson Overland Frost, huh? What a guy."

Hiccup didn't answer, so she just kept on talking.

"I honestly didn't know what I expected, but… I feel so sorry for him. It's like he hasn't lived a normal life at all!"

"I know."

They walked in silence for a bit, but it didn't take that long for her to open her mouth again. "He was cute thought. Not my type, but cute."

The brunette was starting to feel a bit irritated. "Then why did you have to go all flirty with him?"

Astrid played offended with her mouth wide open and eyebrows high up in a faked surprise expression. "Me? Flirting? What are you talking about?"

Hiccup wasn't one to just loose it all and give the people who annoyed him a fist in their face; instead he just stood by and let the anger fill him up from inside. But today he had a really hard time trying to not scream at her. He had no idea what was affecting him so much, but it didn't really matter as long as he could keep his mouth shut.  
>And so he did. They walked in silence until he decided that he had calmed down. Just as he was about to apologize, Astrid opened her mouth again.<p>

"I just wanted to see who he was. It's not like he's interested in someone like me anyway, a stone would understand that."

He stopped, looked at her suspiciously. "What do you mean?"

The girl kept on going without looking back so he had to run up to her again. "What do _I_ mean? The question is, what do you mean, my dear boy" She continued with an amused smile on her face. "Jack's not interested in _me_. I think he's been fooled by the ugly society he's longing to live in, and that he's watched too many romantic movies about how a relationship is supposed to look."

"And by that you mean…?"

Astrid was eager and her steps got bigger as she trampled over the grass towards their goal. Hiccup was starting to get tired and he had a hard time keeping up with her.

"Look at the facts, young Padawan. He's alone, he's dressing like a diva, and he doesn't seem interested in any kind of body contact when it comes to _me_, but I know that you've been touching. And if we must but an end to all of the thousand other facts I've got floating around in my head then the final fact will be that he's constantly every minute glancing at you, looking at you, checking so you're alright and you're happy. This man doesn't care about women. He's already interested in someone else."

"Stop."

That was the only thing he could get out of his mouth. A lump of panic in his stomach grew bigger and bigger and it felt like it was going to take over his mind if she said one more word.

Was it really true? He couldn't believe it. Never.

But one, tiny tiny part of his heart wanted it to be.

"So you're saying… That he's… _Gay_?"

Ouch, it hurt letting that out. But he had to know if she was being serious or not.

"I don't know. Maybe. But he's definitely interested in someone."

"Do you really mean that or are you just saying it to cheer me up…?"

"So you _are_ interested in him!"

No no no…

"I didn't say that!"

"Why can't you just admit it?! It's not that hard, Haddock! He's a boy, so what!"

"It's not just a boy! It's _that_ boy! The boy I'll never ever on earth have a chance on!"

He could tell that she wanted to argue against him but she closed her mouth and kept it shut. It had never happened before, and he was almost in shock. Astrid quiet? It was almost scary.

It didn't last very long though.

"But if you had a chance. If he was okay and just a guy in school… Would you still like him?"

He could feel how blood rushed up to his face. It was no point trying to hide it, by now he was probably already looking like a tomato. "I don't know… Maybe… I guess. Yes I think so." He was interrupted by her squealing by joy, which only made him redder. "Can you just shut up?!"

"Nope!" she cried out and put an arm around his shoulders, "my little boy just admitted his first love!"

Hiccup had to tell her to shut up for the rest of the way back to their houses, and when he climbed in through his bedroom window she threw air kisses to him and blinked flirtatiously, which of course drove him mad. But what could he do?

Had it really been a good idea telling her?

It was too late regretting it now after all.

The last thing he thought about before falling so hard into sleep he couldn't remember about it the day after, was the orange and pink colored sky, and the body heat from a certain blonde boy right next to him.


	7. Chocolate

**I've been really really busy lately, that's why this came late also it's not very long. But I'm writing on a longer chapter right now so don't worry! It'll be up soon! Sorry for the delay. Hope you're still interested. Kisses!**

* * *

><p>It was 7 pm and he was knocking on Jack's window again. 3 days since they last saw each other and it felt like he was slowly going crazy.<p>

Was it always this hard liking people? _Liking_ liking? Or was it just him, or boys, or the constant pressure in his mind that remembered him that this wouldn't work?

The face of his friend suddenly showed up on the other side of the glass, and his heart skipped a beat as he smiled back to the ever so happy face, framed with sharp cheekbones, a clearly visible jawline and almost naturally white hair that seemed to be uncontrollable. The intensely blue eyes glittered by the reflections of the sky through the window.

Bony fingers undid the shutters. "Come on! Mom and dad aren't home."

Hiccup climbed in through the window and kicked off his converse.

"So where are they?"

"At a concert I think. They've decided to do nice things together once in a month for a year because they never went on their honeymoon, and now they can't go outside the country without leaving me alone for so long, so this is their solution."  
>He wandered out from his room and down the stairs, Hiccup just behind him. "Normally they wouldn't even leave me alone at a time like this, but I convinced them, and if I call dad the call's redirected to his pager and they'll come straight home. Also, I'm able to call an ambulance by myself so…"<p>

"Ah, alright. And I'm here."

They had reached the kitchen and lots of ingredients, cans and bags were standing on the benches and even on the floor. The oven was turned on and a lamp was glowing red, showing it was hot enough to cook something in.

"Yea, but they don't know about that."

Hiccup shrugged his shoulders.

"So…What are you doing here?"

Jack turned around with a playful look in his eyes. It was adorable and a bit terrifying and the same time. He raised his hands and held up a bucket and a bottle with cream.

"Chocolate cakes. Notice the plural. I'm making four of them."

The brunette couldn't help but to laugh, but Jack didn't seem offended, instead he looked more proud of himself than ever. "Laugh now, child, but you won't when you've tasted them! They're delicious. Perfect. Belissimo!"

"I've tasted chocolate cake before…"

The blonde squint his eyes and stared challenging on him. "But not _my_ chocolate cake."

They continued where Jack had left off. Hiccup whipped the cream as Jack put the batter in the baking tins and one by one in the oven. When they were done they put all the things away and sat down by the table, all sweaty and exhausted.

"Bet we burned a few calories there."

"Don't worry" Hiccup laughed, "We'll soon get them back."

They argued a little over the latest Assassin's Creed-game, and 18 minutes later all of the cakes were done. It smelled like heaved had landed on earth, and the brunette almost had a hard time taking his eyes of the delicious desserts. They cut up the cakes and put them on plates, right next to a jar with raspberries from the Frost's backyard and the bucket with cream, and so, they made it up to Jack's room again.

A movie was paused on the TV, and by the dizzy contours of Johnny Depp's face Hiccup could tell that it was one of the Pirates of the Caribbean movies. Slowly, they both put the plates on the floor.

"A favorite?" He asked, and hoped for the boy to agree. By the few movies he'd watched these ones were the best.

"The acting is weak at some points, not Jonny's of course but the others. But I happen to like the movies a lot anyway, so…"

He exposed his unnaturally white teeth and Hiccup wondered how they possibly could be so perfect, without any spots, or any other dental marks. Did he have a personal teeth-bleacher? Probably a private dentist, at least it wouldn't surprise him if he did.

"Yea, me too. Favorite actually."

Jack raised one of his eyebrows, eyes glittering back, pleased.

"Oh really…?"

Hiccup suddenly got nervous. For the first time in a long long time it actually felt a little tense between them. It wasn't uncomfortable as it almost always was when the tenseness came creeping, no it was more a loaded tenseness like they were both waiting for something that wasn't happening.

His face heated up, and either the earth had stopped moving because it felt like everything was circling around them in some kind of orbit.

The brunette could feel his limbs shivering slightly. His body was waiting for something, and it was ready for something. It had to be some kind of puberty-attack he thought, because he remembered the feeling of excitement rushing through legs and arms and stomach and chest.

Was this tension what people call sexual tension?

It was so bizarre he could cry out laughing in any second. Instead, every single drip of blood had traveled from their original parts in his blood-system to up under his cheeks and out in his ears. He probably looked like a five-year-old who had dropped his pants in front of the whole school or a scenario like that.

_'__Sexual tension sexual tension sexual tension'_ rung again and again in his hard-working brain.

"S-should we watch it? Or uhm, do you wanna watch it? Of course we don't have to… If you don't wanna. Or I mean, do you? I-I've already seen it so many times that… Not that I don't wanna watch it again, but…"

It was like his lips were moving on their own; spilling out word after word until they had formed sentences that didn't even make sense to anyone.

Jack took a step closer. Just one meter away now, his eyes rolled over Hiccup's body, reading its language and probably trying to find out what he really was meaning behind all that mumbling.

"I've got a better idea…" he then flirtatiously explained, with a voice so low it could be a whisper, but it wasn't.

And it was hot. So hot. Low, hoarse… Although, hoarse in Jack's case rarely was a good thing. This time it was.  
>He wondered if he was aware of that.<p>

_'__This is when I die'_, Hiccup thought, red as a tomato, pulse as high as a herd of antelopes in Africa. _'This is when they find me dead in Jack's room, Pirates on the TV and chocolate cakes on the floor.'_

Jack seemed to take a deep breath.

"… Let's go outside again."


End file.
